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She looked at me pitifully and seized my hand
"Please believe me," she said. *1 want neither Russians nor Germans here. I only want to ha\e some food for my child And I want to have a place to sleep in. That's all I want * Her voice was now pathetic in its childish helplessness and bewilderment
People had gathered around us. They hurled words in support of Yadviga's plea, bitter words which hurt like stones, words of despair, of cowardice, of condemnation. It was my turn now to feel bewildered.
"But we are fighting for your freedom," I argued.
They showed me their empty pots and drawn-in bellies.
"We are fighting for the future of your children."
They showed me sick, wan infants, their heads laid on the small bundles that constituted all the worldly possessions saved from their burning homes.
"Your own children and brothers and husbands are fighting on the barricades.**
"They lied to u$r a woman called out hysterically. *My son told me that it would be over within a week That the Russians would help us and enter Warsaw. He did not keep his word, and you won't keep yours, either."
What could I answer? None of them knew how hungry and exhausted we were* None of them knew how we fainted from nausea crawling through the filth and stench of the sewers. None of them knew as well as we did the tragedy of betrayal, the bitterness of being forsaken by one's aJlies on the field of battle.
Hie atmosphere of the shelter began to stifia me. I edged toward the door.
"Look at the Amazon!" somebody taunted me, Thinning away from the truth, aren't you^
I turned back, hot with indignation*
*1 am not running away!" I fired. *Tm going back to my place which is on the barricade, not in the shelter *